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The church spire pierced a low hanging cloud 

While mourners gathered and cried aloud 

Around a flag draped coffin on display 

And marines in blues, in dress array. 

 

The salute of guns and the bugles’ swell, 

With the last notes pealing “all is well.” 

All is well?  The widow stands weeping, 

Taking the folded flag for its safekeeping. 

 

She remembers their plans, made side by side 

And when the call came, he’d responded with pride 

To fight for the freedom of this great nation, 

For love of family and the next generation. 

 

When they said goodbye, she held him tightly 

And prayed for his safety as she knelt nightly, 

But she wept unashamed when the sad news came 

Of how he died in battle as he breathed her name. 

 

This story as told is like so many others, 

Of children and wives and fathers and mothers, 

Who along with their loved ones, have paid the price 

To purchase freedom, the ultimate sacrifice. 


